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FROSPECTUS OF THE W ASHINGTON
“We can hardly think it necessary to urge
upon those who hold that Amerlcans ought to
rule Americs, the importance of havinga paper
at the scat of the Federal Government, which
A paper issued from any of the great centres
of & nation, but especially from the political
Metropolis, in- the, present age, not in this
country enily, butin Great Britain, France, and
wherever there is the least freedom of discus-
sion, ig.a medium - through which those hold.
ing similar sentiments in regard to public af-
fuirs:and public policy, may make known, dis-
cuss and defend their views, and expose the
‘impropriety of the principles, and the impolicy
of the measures of their antagonists, Tt should
earncstly labor to give a proper direction to

-publie’ opinion by enlightening the public
. ‘mind,

. The Axrrioax is the only paper published
.- &t the seat of the Federal Government which
advocates American doctrines; the only sen-
" tinel of the party stationed where a near and
clear view can be had of the movements and
doings of their opponents at their headquarters,
Here political ‘ information  concentrates, and
‘from hence it radiates to every part of the em-
pire ; here party. measures and movements are .
. determined, and political campaigns planned;
here stratagems are concocted and thwarted, .
‘and here at certain seasons of the year politi-
" cians most do congregate; here, in short, is
_ the centre of the great political maclstrom in
which so many thousands are constantly plung-
ing and forever gyrating. :
- Ifthe American party is desirous of being a
national party, it should not be without a
* ' paper here through which it can make known
to all lhviawl,dallndophimandt
_ which shall also refute the calumnics that are ;
" from time to time uttered against it thrbugh
ignorance or a less excusable motive; and we,
therefore, take hope that the Amerioas, stand-
ing, a8 it will stand, upon the plstform of the
Amerigan party, advocating, as it will advo-
ecate, the paramount rights of native-born citi-
zens, eschewing, as it will eschow, all interfer-
ence with slavery as a national concern, and
as it will maintain, perfect free-
dom of opinion and of conscience in religion, '
will find favor in the eyes of all truly patriotic
citizens in the land, and commend itself to their
generous support.
Lest we may not have been speciflc enough

try, as illustrated by the broad light of his ad-
" ministration, is our political text-book and vades
"~ meoum ; and shall be our compass and chart.
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THE OLD FARM.GATE.
Where, where fs the gate that once served to divide,
The elm-shaded lane from the dusty road-side?
I like not this burrier

waily bedight,
- With ite glittering latch and its trellis of white,
- Itis seemly, I own—yet, ohl desrer by far
: ‘Was the red-rusted hinge, and the weather warped

bar.
Here are fashion and form of » modernized date,
But I'd rather have looked on the old farm-gate,

"T'was here where the urehin's would gather to play

In the shadows of twilight or sunny mid day ;

For the stresm running nigh, and the hillocks of
sand,

‘Were Hml;utinu no dirt-loving rogue could with-

staud,
But to swing on the gate rails, to clamber and ride,
Was the utmost of pleasure, of glory, and pride;
And the car of the victor or earriage of state
Never carried such hearts ag the old farm:gate.

"Twas here where the miller’s son paced to and fro,

When the moon was above snd the glow-worm be-
low;

Now pensively leaning, now twirling his stick,

‘While the moments grew longer and his heart-throbs

grew quick. p
Why, why did he linger so reatlessly there,
With church-going vestment and sprucely combed
hair?
He loved, oh! he loved, and had promised to wait
For the one he adored, at the old farm-gate,

*I'was here where the gray-headed gossips would
meet ;

And the falling of markets, or goodness of wheat— -

This field lying fallow—that heifer just bought—

‘Were favorito themes for discussion and thooght,

The merits and faults of a neighbor jost dead—

The hopes of & couple about to be wed—

The Parliament doings—the bill and debate—

Were all canvassed and weighed at the old farm-
gate,

"Twas over that gate I taught Pincher to bound
With the strength of a steed and the grace of a hound
The besgle might hunt, and the spaniel might swim,
But none could leap over that postern like him.
When Dobbin wes saddled for mirth-making trip,
And the guickly pulled willow branch served for a
whip,
Bpite of lugging and togging he'd stand for his
freight,

While I elimbed on his back from the old farm-gate.

"Tis well to pass portals where the p'easure and fame

May come winging our moments and gilding our
name ;

But give me the joy and the freshness of mind,

‘When, away on some sport—the old gite slammed
behind—

I've listen to musie, but none that could speak
In such tones to my heart as the teeth-setting ereak
That broke on my ear when the night had worn Inte,

And the old ones came home through the old farm- |

Ente.

Oh! fair is the barrier taking its place,
But it darkens a picture my soul longed to trace.

1 sigh to behold the rough staple and hasp,
And thé rails that my growing bands searcely could

clasp.
Oh ! how strangely the warm spirit grudges o part
With the commonest relic once linked to the beart;
And the brightest of fortune—ihe kindliest fato —
Would not banish my love for the old furm-gate.

GENTLE ANNIE.
Thou wilt come no more, geotle Annie,
Like a flower-thy spirit did depart,
Thou art gone, alas, like the many,
That bave bloomed in the sammer of my beart.

Chorus—Bhall we never more behold thee,
Never hear thy winning vuice again,

When the spring-time comes, gentle Annie,
When the wild flowers are scattered o'er the plain,

We have roamed and loved niid the bowers,
When thy downy cheeks were in bloom,
Now [ stand alone mid the flowers,
While they mingle their perfumos o'er thy tomb.
Chorus—Shall we never mere, &e.

Ab, the hours grow sad while I pondef,
Near the silent grave where thou art Iaid,

And my heart bows down when 1 wandor,
By the streams nod meadows we stray'd,

Chorus—Sball we never more, &e.

MISCELLANEOUS.
- THE PORTRAIT,

THE GENEROUS REVENGE.

“1 am fatigued to death.”

This was uttered by a young and exceeding-
Iy lovely girl of seventeen, accompanied by a
toes of her bonnet into one chair, while throw-
ing herself into another,

“ Fatigued, my love,” replied her mother, o
f.male of middle age, sitting quictly sewing
within the apartment into which her daughter
had entered—* why, what Kate has fatigued
you? not the mere strolling around the rooms
of the Franklin Institute? You, of course,
found the exhibition interesting— did you
not t"

“ Why, yes, mother; but I should prefer, if
you plezse, dropping the subject for the pres-
ent, 1 nm 80 wearied.”

There was a spice of ill humor displayed in
her daughter’'s manner of saying this, more
than in the words themsolves—a pettishness
rarely displayed by her, for few girls were
generally more amiable, which occasioned the
mother deop concern, and with some earnest-
ness she nsked whether hor daughter had, in
her visit to the Institute, encountered anything
to displeasure her,

“Yos, dear mother,” Kato answered, color-
ing highly, secmingly half ashamed to acknowl.
edge the eauseof her irritability, “I bave been
greatly amnoyed. You know, mother, Frank
Dermont, the poor widow's son over the way,
has taken & labor-saving washing machine to
the Institute to exhibit, which they are san-
guine in anticipating a um for, Well, as
T was ranntering thro' the leaning upon
the arm of that elegant Lioutenant Courtoey,
in view of several of my most fashionable ac-
quaintances, who ghould I see coming to speak
with me, dresaed in his evory day garb, but
Mastor Frank—when, with all the sssurance
imaginable, he began a dicoussion upon the

merits of the machine, the yast amount of Ia-

ulr | borit would save, and finishirig his exordium by

| printing & kiss on her forebead, * that further
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asking me to nccompany him to look at it ; but
I soon taught him a lesson he will not readily
forget, by treating him with the scorn he de-
served, and without a word, or recognition of
any kind, passed on, leaving him standing with
distended eyes, gnzing after me.”

# lad,” eaid Mrs. Stanley, sympatheti-
cally, “how grievous must have been his dis-
appointment "

“I knew, mother, you would blame me,”
sald Kate, bursting withtears ; “1 would have:
spoken kindly to himat another time; but
why did he, a poor mechanic, come mortifying
me before such witnesses t”

“He thought, I presume,” answered the
mother, mildly, “as you had heen for years
such near neighbors, he might unquestionably
depend upon your feeling an interestin a work
which had cost him months of anxious solici-
tude to perfect. How, my child, could he rea-
sonably suppose that he would obtain the sym-
pathy of others, when one so well acquainted
with his moral worth, together with the meri-
torions exertion he is so conbtantly making
to aid in the support of his mother's numerous
and bereaved family, turned coldly away, and
would not s0 much as gratify him with a sin-
gle look ? But T see,” said Mrs. Stanley, part-
ing back the rich clustering curls which par-
tially shaded her child's weeping face, and im-

rebuke is unnecessary. Yet if my Kate is dis-
engaged and will bring her work and sit by
me, I will devote the remainder of the after-
noon to relating a history of a very beloved
friend, which may prove the means of eradica-
ting the germs of pride, I am fearful, has taken
too deep a rootin her young heart.” A thought-
ful expression, almost a sad one, o'crspread
'the mother's features s memory reverted to
the past, touching some painful chord; but
eeing her young danghter seated with her im-
plements of needlework, in an  attitude of at-
tention, she resumed her usual placidity of look
and manner, and began,

“Many years ago, my Kate, there resided
in the city of Philadclphia & wealthy merch-
ant, whom I shall designate by the name of El-
der. He was a widower, with one child, a
daughter, Few combined greater advantages
than the gifted Ellen—young, beautiful, with
a mind highly cultivated, and an heiress, there
scemed nothing wanting to add to the cata-
logue of her attractions, and it becomes need-
less to say, she was never without a numerous
asscmblage of admirers around her. Flatiered
{ from her cradle, receiving adulation from all
who ventured within the precinets of her magic
circle, deprived of & mother's admonitory coun-
scls, it was not surprising that Ellen became
somewhat spoiled. Pride was her besetting
sin, Like a worm, in the heart of some deli-
cale flower, it was eating at the root of every
virtue with slow but destructive effect. But
for this one blemish, this plague spot, this lep-
rosy of the heart, her character was as fault-
{ less as her form and features were perfect, and

seldom is there met abeing of such surpassing

loveliness. The winter of Miss Ellen’s coming
| out,as it is termed, was one of unusual gaiety ;
{ but though she received several uniexcoptiona-
| bleoffers, she had experienced no decided prefer-
ence for any, and the spring found ber yet un-
marriod,

It was at this period, that a young English-
man dircctly from London, made his appear-
ance in Philadelphin, bringing letters to the fa-
ther, which obtained for him an introduction
to the merchant’s daughter, Of pleasing ap-
pearance and the most specious manner, he
was not only admitted into the first circle, but

f

| bis society was generally courted, Ellen fan- ¢
cied horsell in love with the captivating stran-
ger. There wasan eclat attached to his atten-
tions, which flatterod her sclf-esteem, and
with the consent of her too indulgent father,
she was botrothed, and the succeeding fall ap-
poiuted for the marriage,

I have passed, my child, said Mrs, Stanley,
with conciseness, over this happy portion of
Miss Elder's history. 1 will now narrate s
few events, which though they hold no imme-
diate connection, with so important an era, as
her marriage, possessed a decided influence |
upon her after course. t

Among the worshippers at the shrine of Lhis
young beauty, was one who “ never told his
love," an artist. They had been children to-
gether, The lordly dwelling of Miss Elder's
father, stood beside the humble mansion of the
painter, sheltering also a widowed mother, and
one elder brother, and during the period of
youth, ere the heart bocomes narrowed, by the
punctilions usages of the world, they were
thrown in daily contact together. Mr. Elder
was a man of sound mind, and just diserimina-
tion. He saw that his daughter could never
imbibe pernicions habits or vicions prineiples,
from associating with the children of so exem-
plary a mother, and although fortune had placed
8o great a disparity between them, they were
suffered to mingle in promiscuous intercour o
together, sitting of a summer's night upon the
same door step, marching arm in arm along the
pavement, and not unfrequently interchanging
lile gifts with each other. 'Osear was never
without some fancilully painted flower, fur his
fairy queen, a8 he poetically termed Ellen, or
Inndseape, with occasionally an animal intro-
duced, to please her childish fancy, discovering
even at that early period the bent of Lis after
geniug.. While his brother, with a less refined
taste, and a greater mechanical tarn, furnished
her baby house with chairs, tables, and a car-
riage to drag ber doll round, But thisof course
was not always to last. Miss Elder was placed
by her father at a fashionable boarding school,
while one of the boys was sunt off to a trade,
and the other left to struggle with the ionu-
merable difficulties a poor man is compelled to
encounter, in obtaining for himself a profes.
sional education.  Years passed away, years in
which the widow’s children, and the destined
heiress of Mr. Elder, never met.

It was about a week after Ellon’s return, as
the future mistress of her father's home, that
Mr, Elder, thinking to afford his daughter an
agreeable surprise, informed her he had bar-

e ]
gained with her old playmate Oscar, to take |
her portrait. Ellen derided the idea ofher sit-
ting to a nameless artist, not for an instant
doeming her father serious; but when she
found he was in earnest, and econsidered the
promise he had given of too binding a charac-
ter to be retracted, groat was her mortification
indeed. That a mere youth, unknown to fame,
or her fashionshle mequaintance, should even
attempt to delineate her features, appeared to
her preposterous,  Yet the father was not to
bo shaken from his purpose—he knew that his
dnughter undervalued the painter’s merit, not
ouly having heard him spoken of, in strong
terms of commendation, but having himself
seen several chaste and iful delineations
of his pencil ; and howeverr ntly the'eon-
sent was extorted, Ellen was compelled to yield
an acquiescence. *

The moraing came—on Ellen'’s part its ap-
proach was viewed with sullen discontent, her
mind alone dwelling on the humiliating iden of
her being compelled to sit to a nameless artist,
and, half angered at what she felt disposed to
deem her parent's obduracy, she was led toward
the painter’s studio.

How different looked the group awaiting her,
Standing, leaning on his easel, was the painter.
Expectation, hope, an ardent desire of again
beholding the companion of his infancy, who
had left o vivid an impression upon his boy-

Jdsh fancy, lit up his features with an anima-

tion they rarely exhibited. Beside him, a lit-
tle in shadow, was his aged mother. A con:
trariety of feelings had actuated her in desiring
to be present at Miss Elder’s first sitting—the
strongest, doubtless, a mother's pride, She had
watched her son’s progress, had seen the un-

tiring energy with which he had sought to win

for himself a chaplet wreath of fame, and, in
the simplicity of her heart, believed he now
stood unrivalled in his art. To the mother,
Ellen had, in the guilelessness of youth, pro-
dieted Oscar's success ; and, treasuring the
words, she fancied Ellen would derive the same
degree of pleasure from the fulfilment of the
prophecy she had herself experienced; and
then again the widow had listened, day aftér
day, to a theme of which this, her favorite
child, bad never wearicd—his devotion to El-
len. His mother knew she was the guiding
star of her Oscar's life; and to witness their
meeling, from which she hoped to draw some
conclusion as to her son's chance of obtaining
o return of the deep rooted passion she saw,
was consuming him, had proved a powerful
auxiliary in urging her to be present. Doubt-
less, too, mingled with other - operatives, were
less selfish motives. The widow had looked
upon Elien as a sweet and engaging child, and
loved her as such. She had eat with them at
her own hearth-stone, and the habit bad thus
been forined of associating the motherless girl
and her fatherless boys together.

And one more was there—the elder brother.
Thinking to gratify Ellen by secing her family
all assemblod before her, the simple-heartod
woman had requested the painter's brother also
to be present Shy, and unaboustomed (o
mingling with the society of females, he made
not the slightest advance toward renewing his
former intimacy, but he was nevertheless a

closeobserver of all that oceurred, and was not |

slow at noting the banteur Miss Elder main-
tained at their interview. T will pass slightly
over the mortified feelings of the widow and
her youngersonat Miss Elder's cold and stately
recognition. Suffice it to say, they wero made
1o feel the barrier fprtune had placed botween
them, and that Ellen, in her childhood, and the
heiress of Mr. Elder, oceupied a widely diffcr-
ent position toward them,

Yet with all of Miss Ellen's pride of birth and
circumstance, she possessod too much mag-
nanimity of soul not to award praise where it
was merited; and when the picture was fin-
ished, and she beheld an exact portraiture of
her beautiful self transfurred to the canvass,
sho was warm in her eulogium of the painter's
skill, and acknowledged he had surpassed her
highest expectation. But alas, what to him
was now her praise. The light which had
guided his pencil her pride had extinguished.
To her, hesaw hemight never hope to be more
than a painter, classed wi'h the commen herd,
The fire of genius was quenched, his easel dis-
carded forever, and the carlicst and most beau-
tifal flowers of spring, planted as a last bi.
buate of sffection by his mother, were growing
and blossoming over the young painter's grave,

The marriage of Ellen proved, my Kate, as
all ill-assorted unions must, an unhappy one.
She had rllowed her fancy to be captivated
without reference to aught beside, and when
too Iate to remedy her error, was fully awaken-
ed to the folly she bad committed. Brod as
Miss Elder had been in affluence, she could
not be supposed to know anything of the pri-
vation attending a life"of penury. She thought
ns thousands of others do, that fortune never do-
serted her votaries ; that riches wore unchange-
able. How many have lived to attest other.
wise. In America, where all things are so
fluctuating, the wealthies: of the land may re-
tire to his downy bed at night, and rise up a
poor man in the morning. By embarking in
some unfortunate speculation, Mr. Elder sunk
all his vast property and died a bankrupt.

When the intelligence reachod England,
where the young couple had continued to re-
side in & style of almost regal splendor, it fill
upon Ellen with stunning effect. Sho knew
that the whole of the fortume her father had
sottled upon bor at her marringe was dissi-
pated—that in a short time their ereditors
would become clamorous, and, mortifying ns
the reflection was, she also knew that the last
link was broken, and the slonder hold she held
upon her husband's affection was withdrawn.
Bitterly did she now bewail the infatuation
which had prepared for her so melancholy a
lot. To recount the yeara of degradation and
hopeless misory that succeeded is a task, my
Kate, said Mrs. Stanly, I feel wholly unequal
to perform. FEllen suffered greatly. In the
trying school of adversity, she learned many
painfal lessons, but above all price, was the
knowledge she there obtained of tiersel, IHer

“

great tribulation, was she brought to a just
sense of her own unworthiness, and became
the admirable woman nature had intended, us
ywell as the meck and gelf-enduring christian.
The voice of Mrs, Stanly, rendered tremulous
from emotion, became inarticulate ; but quickly
recovering, she resumed.

Of five children, one only had survived of
this ill-starred marringe; and thirty years from
her first sojourn in England, Ellen was left a
pennyless widow. Broken in health and spirit,
the wretched wanderer mow began to yearn
for a return to her native land. Of all her
wealth, she still retained a few articles of jew-
elry belonging to her mother, which her ne-
cessitics, and they had been great, had never
induced her parting with. A part of these
were now disposed of, and with her daugh-
ter, then in her seventecnth year, sho set sail
upon her voyage home,

n arriving at her pative city, the change
in her destiny, seemed to affect her health
more powerfully than before. ~And instead of
it benefitting her as she had anticipated, she
beeame so ill, as to be reduced to a state of
infantile weakness. It was now that her child
felt keenly the responsibility devolving upon
her, But young and inexperienced, as she
was, she felt nerved for endurance. - She knew
that on her exertions her mother depended
wholly for support, and though the future had
little to cheer her, she was resolved to perse-
vere, The accomplishments she possessed,
were such as her beloved mother had taught
her. In one, she was thought to excel, even
rivaling her dear instructress in the art, that
of paioting, and by practising this branch, she
thought to keep, and pregerve her parent from
want. But what are the sanguine anticipa-
tions of the young?—bubbles that burst with
the first peril-wind they encounter. Her
dream soon came to be dissolved in airy noth-
ing. On presenting her pictures for sale; the
market she was told was overstocked with
such things, and to see her mother starve,
and share her fate, seemed soon the only alter-
native remaining,

They were sitting one afternoon absorbed in
the most gloomy reflections, fearing momen-
tarily an ¢jectment from the roof, which their
landlady had that morning threatened, when
rising from her seat, beside which her mother
sat cowering over a few cmbers, the daughter
threw her arms around her neck, and strain-
ing her convulsively to her bosom, murmured
where she was going, and left her. A driz-
zling rain which had fallen through the morn-
ing, had subsided into a deep mist, and the
fog was so dense, it was almost impossible for
a stranger to define her way, yet the un-
happy girl proceeded. She had left a picture
at o store in Market street to be examined,
the proprictor of which had held out hopes of
purchasing it, and (o ascertain his determina-
tion was now her object in going.

With glistening eyes Ellen had watched
her departure.  The tie, binding mother and
| child is one of the most endurable links in the
chain of affection. Nothing, not cven the icy
hand of death, which severs all other unions,
can dissolve it. DBetween Ellen and her daugh-
ter, this bond had been strengthed by mis-
fortune. Left to struggle togethor through
| life's tempestuous sea, friendless, save in the
Omnipotent alone, they wore the world to cach
otber. There was no gacrifice, however great,
that either would not have frecly accorded, to
have relieved the other from the harrowing
cares which were eankering every enjoyment,
aud rendering even life o burden.

Slowly, and with a beating heart, had her
approach been made to the store; fears had
arisen in her mind of another rejection, and
she was on the point of turning back, without
submitting herself to the moriifieation, when
she thought of her mother's pale face, rendercd
still paler by the pang of disappointment, de-
terred her, and summoning all the fortitudo
ghe felt eapable of exerting, she pushed open
the door and entered.

There was another, beside the man she came

hor piclure in his hand, in the act of examining
it. **It is very beauatiful," he said, not observing
hor being present, * and discovers genius of a
high order. This shading is well exeeuted,
but I can hardly believe in it's being & woman’s
production, the style is so much bolder than
theirs generally. Well, Mr. Mordaunt, I sup-
pose you may as well consider mo as the pur-
chaser of this picture—and if you ean procure
mo & match for it, by the last of next wouk, |
will call and take that alsp.” e was moving
off, with the picture in hand, when his cye
encountered the daughter of Ellen. She was
standing about half way between the entrance
and the counter at which they had been con-
versing, & breathless listener of all that had
been uttered. His words 01 upon her vars
like the manna of the wilderness—and with
difficulty she had refrained from thanking him
for the grateful relief they afforded. This
money would enable her to pay their rent—nor
yet would her suffering mother be doprived of
aplaco to lay hor head.  There were tears npon
her cheek—tears arising from the over-charged
fecling of a grateful heart, such as she had
pever before shed, for never had ghe seen hor
beloved mother in greater extromity than now,

From the moment of the young man's first
recognition he bad stood with his eyes hent
upon her face as though he were entranced,
without the capability of moving. There was
in his countenance a blending of surprise, to-
gether with a desire of solving some puzzling
query, which the more he gazed griw only the
more perplexing. Apparently not more than
two and twenty, with the garb and manners of
one mccustomed to good society, it was easy
perceiving his being a gentleman, in its truest
sense.,

At another time his steadfast look might
have produced the greatest embarrassment on
the part of the young girl, but now her mind
was 80 wholly occupied with the one idea—that
of having obtained relief for her mother—it
was unheeded. She had received the price for
her pioture, together with the order for supply-

pride was humbled in the dust, and, through

ing another, and was hastening out when the

to scek, looking much younger, who stood with |

bookseller said carclessly—*If you were to
leave your name and residence, Miss, I might,
a3 you seem 50 anxious, lend a helping hand
toward procuring you employment. There is
not much sale for paintings at present, but I
perhaps could occasionally meet with a pur-
chaser.”

Thanking bim for his kindness, she did as
he bad desired, and handed it to him,

“Might 1," said the stranger, “without being
charged with taking an unwarrantable liberty,
request to see the paper you have given Mr.
Mordaunt; or at least will you inform me
whether you arve a Philadelphiant®” |

“1am English born," she said ; *“my mother
is a native of this city."”

“And her name?” he asked anxiously—

"Was Mirs Elder,” she replied, .

Then my econjecture,” he said immediately,
twas correct, I knew I could not be mistaken
in the strong resemblence you bear to your
mother,” .

“ You know my mother, then," she said, “and
have been in England."” |

“Never,” he said, smiling ; **T was never out
of America in my life, and yet your mother's
features are as familiar as my own, But T will
not further excite your curiosity. It was only
her portrait I have seen. My father knew Mr.
Elder well, and if you will favor me with your
address, not many days shall subside ere I
claim from your mother the privilege of an old
acquaintance.” :

There was a frank ingenuousness in his man-
ner of speaking, inspiring confidence. *I feel
assured,” she said, handing him her direction,
“you would not deceive me, nor wish to amuse
yourself by sporting with my credulity.”

“Believe me, I would do neither,” he said;
“you shall not find your confidence misplaced.” |

This adventure afforded both mother and
daughter food for conjecture for many hours
after the Intter's return, They saw in ita hope
for the future. Through the instrumentality
of a friend, so providentially discovered, they
trusted to be enabled to obtain employment,
and their hearts felt lighter and bappier than,
for many a day previous. There bad been a
time when Ellen's pride would have revolted at
the thought of secing one of her former asso-
ciates in her fallen condition ; but such feelings
had long passed away, and though there was
a native dignity of demeanor, no external eir-
cumstances had the power of affecting her man-
ner of receiving the young man when he pre-
sented himsell beforo her; she was at once
subdued, and free from constraint or embarrass-
ment.  He announced himself by the name of
Reginald Sommers. Ellen knew that her father
had had many friends. She could not call to
mind one of that name, but not for a moment
was the assertion disbelieved of Mr. Sommers
having been among the nuwber!  Then, too,
Reginald had recognized her daughter from
baving scen her poutrait, the portrait of poor
Osear's painting, and that alone was sufficient
of itself to prove its truth.

From this happy period, the clonds so long
o'ershadowing their destiny began to disperse,
The daughter was now constantly employed,
i ard as their circumstances brightened, the
| mother’s health regained a portion of its former
vigor,

The visits of Mr. Sommers at first were only
occhsionally made ; but as their acquaintapce
progressed, and they came to know each other
better, he came oftener, until not a day passed
without their seeing him, There was a fasci-
nation in his society the happy girl had never
sought to analyze, Even the mother partook
of her enjoyment. To her his refined manners
and intellectual tas'es seemed to restore the
light of other days, and she had soon learncd
to feel for him an affection truly paternal.
Never having beard him mention his family in
any way, she had drawn the inferonce that he
wns independent of all cofitrol. With inde.
scribable happiness she had noted Reginald's
growing attachment fir her child.  She knew
that the position he oecupied was very differ-
| ent from their own ; but though misfortune had
laid its withering grasp upon her, she saw no-
| thing in the mere difference of her pecaniary
| circumstances to dercgate from the dignity of
i his station, however honorable it might be; and
| ndverse as their fato appeared, sho sought not
to cheek the progress of a passion affording to
| all coreerned so bright a prospect of happiness
| for the future,

They were sitting together one afternoon, the
mother roading while the daughter was giving
the last touches to & painting on which ghe had
Lestowed more than ordinary stiention, when |
Mr. Sommers, who had been looking admiringly

upon her work from the back of her chair, on |
which kis arms wore reclining, said: “low |
often T am reminded in your productions of
pome sketches taken by arelative of mine, who

died ere 1 was born—your style is so similar,
It was this that attracted me to the picce of
yours | first procured of the bookseller. But
why do you smile?”

“1 was thinking,” she said, “=s you spoke,
of that very time when first we met, and |
heard your criticism. You ought, 1 think,"
ghe said, “to walue the art of painting, for it
not only procured you my acquaintsnee, but
my mother's portrait discovered who I was to
you. Now, certainly,” sho added, *if 1 am to
believe all your fine spoeches, you have just
reason to patronize painting.

“By-in-bye, Reginald,” said the mother,
closing her volome, ** | have never asked you
abont my portrait,. Why have you never
spoken to me on the subject? Now I recolloct
you have never, since our knowing you, once
referred to it

“T hardly know myself,” he answeroed, care-
lessly—“T believe something my father said
prevented.”

“Your father,” said mother and child, alter-

nately. “ Have you, Reginald, a father?”

“1 have,” he answered, lowering his eyes
upon the carpet,

““Tis strange; Reginald,” said Ellen, in a
severe tone, “ that we have known you three
months, and never heard mention of your having
a father before,"”
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“My father is 80 rich,” he snid, still looking
down, “and I am an only child.”

“And therefore, I suppose,” said the mother,
“you feared his objecting to your wedding my
portionless child. You have,” she said, “dealt
unfairly by us, The heart of & woman is not
the plaything of an bour. Once permanently
fixed it knows no change, and before you at-
tempted to gain such a heart as that of my
child's, you should have well considered the
consequences. I deemed you independent of
all control, believe me, Reginald, or never
should I have eanctioned your addresses.
Why you have o cruelly deceived us I know
not, but thank God the error we have fallen
into is not irretrievable. Go and declare all to
your father, and should he refuse his consent
to yoarwedding my child, we must from hence-
forth be as strangers.”

With a choking sensation Ellen turned away,

| wholly unable to articulate another word.

“1 see;" said Reginald, approaching and
taking her hand, which he presged respectfully
to his lips, “that you are deeply pained, but
let me ask you to suspend all judgment of me
for the present. 1 go now to seek my father,
and will return in less than an hour, You
know me too well to believe I would inflict un-
necessary distress on either you or your at-
tached child, who has entire possession of my
affections, and though appearances are strongly
now against me, when you cometo know the mo-
tives of my conduct I shall be exonerated from
blame.” Thus saying, he again pressed the
hand he held to his lips, and telling the daughter
he would soon return, disappeared.

It was the daughter's opinion that he would
clear himself of all intentional deception. She
gaw plainly that some motive stronger than that
ke had urged to her mother, had operated in
inducing his silence, and with all the trustful-
ness of love, she awaited in silence his return.

The mother was lcss sanguine. Frequent
trinls had rendered her timorous. She knew
the influence of wealth upon the heart better
than her inexperienced child, and could not
suppose Reginald's father would consent to
forego the advantages of his son's forming an
alliance with one of equal wealth. She trembled
for her child's happiness. While each was
sitting wrapped in her own reflections, the
father of Reginald was announced. His features
bore the impress of age stamped upon them,
although there was much of the activity of
youth in his movements; and if he was some-
what advanced, it was plainly perceptible that
his life had been disturbed by few canses to in-
terrupt it in its placid course. His was a rare
countenance—one seldom scenin this turbulent
work-a-day world of ours. It spoke of a well
spent life—of a conscience at peace with itself.
Never was benevolence more strongly marked ;
and as the daughter went forward to admit
him, she involuntarily extended her band to
lead him to her mother. -

“I suppose, ladies,” he said, as soon as
soated, * you have already conjectured my be-
ing Reginald's father.” * You, madam,” he
kaid, addressing the mother, “ have banished
him your presence, out of fear of this same
crusty old father’s refusal to his marrying
your daughter. Now, understanding this to
lie the only objection made, I tell you no such
obstacle existe, 1le has the consent of all his
friends to unite himself to the lady of his '
choice, ns soon as they can arrangdé matters
betwoen them.  * You have, doubtless,” he re-
sumed, perceiving them too much overcome to
reply, *blamed Reginald for not sconer com-
municating the fact of my existence, but when
I inform you that it was myself that instigated
the deceit—that from the moment of his meet-
Ing your daughter he had confided everything
to me. 1 trust your confidence in him will be
restored. I know, he said, “I am making
mysell appear a very coventric old man, in
making such a disclosure, but I had my own
reasons for my little plot, the denouement of
which shall take place to morrow, atmy house
where 1 invite you both to meet me, and par-
take of a family dinner.”

Surpriso had so chained the mother's tongue,
she eould not utter a word. In vain she strove
to thank him, but now, that his voice had
ceased, she beeame eloquent in her expressions
of gratitude.

“Say no more,” he said, “1 am better sat-
isfied than either of you"—then, kissing his
future daughter, and shaking warmly the hand

| of her mother, the kind old man departed.

The transit from distrust to happiness seem-
ed almost too sudden to admitof its reality, but

| the presence of Reginald, who camme on the

wings of love to renew his vows and ratify the
treaty, proved it no allusion, and when they
again soparated it was as affianced lovers.

There had been something in the tones of
the father's voice which struck in familiar ca-
dence upon Ellen’s ear. She had a vision float-
ing before her, of their having before met,
which she in vain strove to reduce into some
tangible shape ; but deeming it idle to pursue
the thought longer, she began preparing for
their promiscd visit.

The day was unusually fine. When ushered
into the richly furniched parlors of w'.
home, it reminded Ellen forcibly of the past,
and unconsciously a sigh escaped her. She
thought of her buried father, when she was
among the most cherished of fashion's votaries,
and lived in & style equalling the present opu-
lent possessor. Then, how towering she had
stepped, disdaining all deemed of unequal rank
or pretension. Thought reverted to many
scenes, and as the tide of memory swept by,
it brought a recollection of her visit to young
Osear’s studio, and of the group she had so
scorned. Tears filled her eyes. The dead
seemed to stand beside her, and he, the paint-
er, who she had since learned had soloved her,

if purposely to strengthen the delusion, placed
on the wall opposite, the identical pictare of
which she had been thinking. As she looked
in the days of her girlish besuty, 5o was she
there depicted—the likeness could not be mis-
taken, and turning toward the group silently
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